SONNET                           bi

INCONSTANCY
[From a manuscript in the Bodleian Library.!

INCONSTANCY 's the greatest of sins,
It neither ends well nor begins;
All other faults we simply do:
This, 'tis the same fault and next too.

Inconstancy no sin will prove,

If we consider that we love

But the same beauty in another face,

Like the same body in another place.

SONNET

[From an autograph manuscript in the British Museum.]

INNUMERABLE beauties, thou white hair
Spread forth like to a region of the air,

Curl'd like a sea, and like ethereal fire

Dost from thy vital principles aspire
To be the highest element of fair;                                5

From thy proud heights thou so command'st desire,
That when it would presume, it grows despair,

And from itself a vengeance doth require,
While absolute in that thy brave command,

Knitting each hair into an awful frown                   10

Like to an host of lightnings, thou dost stand

To ruin all that fall not prostrate down,

While to the humble like a beamy crown
Thou seemest, wreath'd by some immortal hand.

TO ONE BLACK AND NOT VERY HANDSOME,
WHO EXPECTED COMMENDATION

[From the autograph manuscript.]

WHAT though your eyes be stars, your hair be night,
And all that beauty which adorns your face

Yield in effect but such a sullen light
It hardly serves for to set off that grace
Which every shadow yieldeth in his place,                5

Yet more than any other you delight.